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Preface* 



It is a generally accepted belief that few can write a 
proper preface ; still it is deemed indispensable in an 
author to attempt this difficult task. As with poets, 
so with preface-writers, a man must be born to write 
a preface, not taught ; so wags popular opinion. Then 
why compel an author to write one 1 Is it, that if he 
be a dull lackbrain of vinegar style and wormwood 
ideas, to give him this nut to crack at the beginning 
will afford at once the only satisfaction his book can 
give, vias., a laugh at its author 1 In this course there 
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is certainly brevity, which is said to be the soul of 
wit. 

There is, in a great many prefaces I have examined, 
a long fanfaronade made by each author about having 
written for amusement only, with no intention of 
publishing ; but the author having afterwards shown 
the products of his pastime to friends, they thought 
them so pleasant that they recommended him to give 
the world the benefit of the treats Now, this sort of 
introduction (led by the hand !) Ls rather small-boyish ; 
and no wonder the awful-browed critic, not - partial to 
" the sports of children," (which all since Goldsmith's 
time should know are only fitted to ^' satisfy the 
child,") seizes on the luckless author, like Shenstone's 
" Schoolmistress " on her erring pupil, and gives him 
the birch instead of the laurel. 

Another class of preface-writers give a heaped- 
measure of reasons, all of a philanthropic grain too, so 
that in their sketches they represent themselves as 
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perfect almoners of mankind. An author of this order 
appears to the critic, like the ghost to Hamlet, " in a 
questionable shape !" 

It seems to me that some obscurity in a preface 
contributes greatly to success. Hear Burke *' On the 
Sublime and Beautiful " in reference, to obscurity : — 
" I think there are reasons in nature why the obscure 
idea, when properly conveyed, should be more affecting 
than the clear." As a man in going to visit a friend 
does not detail the reason or reasons that brought him 
to the house, — (mayhap the reason might have prim- 
arily been to escape from the annoyance of his wife or 
landlady finishing the washing, or to taste a glass of 
his friend's " home-brewed," or to give his friend a bit 
of quiet advice which he deems he stands in need of, 
— any one or all of such reasons if given point blank 
would lead only to a cold reception) — ^but quite ignor- 
ing all ulterior objects, he approaches on the mutually 
established claim of friendship, and effects his purpose 
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most pleasingly to all concerned : — ^in like manner an 
author, in making a call on Mr. Piiblic, should not 
place his reasons on a pitchfork; but appearing in 
modest quietude, make his debut like a gentleman, — 
not like an assassin, a mendicant, or an almoner. 

But further, in a great many things a man does, 
to exact a reason would not unfrequentlj elicit what 
might seem an unsatisfactory reply. A man may per- 
form acts for a sufficient reason of his own, but which, 
if expressed to another, would appear sometimes very 
inadequate ; not because the reason may not be correct 
ill its relations, but, extracted from the sympathies by 
which it was ' surrounded, like a jewel torn from its 
setting, its immediate use is not apparent. Again, as 
times are, high motive is the motto usually flaunted 
by the knave ; so that a wise reticence as to intention 
is generally a natural and healthy state of matters. In 
putting a book before the public the above holds good. 
Books are now so extremely abundant, that to add to 
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the overflowing store seems altogether uncalled for. 
This becoming apparent to the author after having 
finished his work, he begins to bethink himself for a 
reason for offering it ; and hence he oftentimes com- 
mences and weaves a fantastic tissue of excuses, which 
are all too thin to conceal " the long ea/rs " wagging 
beneath. An expressive silence is generally the safe 
way in the matter of prefaces. I adopt this course, 
and with all respect and courtesy lay my labours before 
the public, and allow them to decide whether I have 
written with reason or without. 

High Stbeet, 
Carluke, AuguH 1, 1871. 
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I. 



THE CHURCHYARD. 



Retired and calm repose the dead 
In Tullibody's Churchyard laid, 
Around have changes come and gone ' 
But this quiet spot no change has known, 
Save that wrought by .Father Time's hand. 
Crumbling the sculptured stones to sand. 

Demyat's * old and grizzled face 
Has watched for centuries the place ; 



* A hill of the Ochil range, a short distance north of the> 
churchyard. 

A 
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Has seen the dead borne, one by one, 
From mansion, cottage, and from town. 
And with meet obsequies laid down 
With feet placed to the rising sun ! 
The dust of the ancients rests below, 
With the men's who died few years ago ; 
Whatever their rank, creed, joys, or woes, 
Here they all have found the same repose. 



II. 



THE CHAPEL. 

Kindly the chapel old is keeping 

Watch o*er its children round it sleeping ; 

Soft shadows o'er their graves it throws 

From morning's dawn till evening's close : 

That kirk to them was a holy place, 

Where their souls did find a blessed solace ; 

Sweet to them were the sonorous swells 

Hung from the Sabbath morning bells, 

Calling each from his own abode, 

To join the family of God. 

Here were the mists of black despair 



MAIDEN'S STONE OF TULLIBODY. 15 

(Bailed by the world^s eix day's care) 
Melted away by the ferveut prayer ; 
And the chant of inspired psalm 
Filled their souls with a heavenly calm : 
But now their hopes and fears are fled, 

For the lips that prayed are closed by death, 
And their dust sleeps near where they breathed 
in faith, 
Till the great trumpet's clang shall raise the dead. 



III. 



THE STONE. 

Kude and grim, near the chapel walls, 

A coffin of stone the heart appals ! 

Standing all lone and ghastly there, 

Of mould or turf all barren and bare ; 

An opening shows the tenant 's gone. 

Leaving behind nor dust nor bone ! 

This coffin shows the chisel's trace. 

But the lines speak more of strength than grace ; 

Through all the district is it known 

By the name of ** The Maiden's Stone." 
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m 

Generations have come and lied 

Since it was laid among the dead ; 

Time-honoured Creeds have disappeared 

Since that Memorial Stone was reared ; 

On it mosses have withered and grown, 

Pelting storms have on it blown. 

Still there it stands that pallid stone ! 

Ah ! at it the maiden weeps sad tears, 

And the young man's heart throbs wild with fears : 

Memories of eld ! — of love I — despair ! — 

And broken hearts ! — are clustering there. 

Hast thou an ear for a tender ditty ? 
Hast thou a heart that flows with pity % 
Hast thou a conscience that fires at wrong 1 
Hast thou a soul for justice strong ? 
If so ; come list the varying tone 
Of the tale of the Maiden's Stone. 
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PART I. 



SoBNE. — A Wood near Menstry, A Summer Day, 
Enter Thomas Graham. 

How sweet the lark sings in the calm blue skies ! 
How graceful all around the swallow flies 1 
Bright is the day, all life is gay, 
Each bush, each tree, each flower along my way, 
Wear all the look of a glad holiday ! 
Thy shades are good, O sunny wood ! 
Thou flllest me with a pleasant mood ! 
Seated in thee, I *11 view with eyes serene 
The stretching Ochils, robed in tender green : 
How fair these hills arise, with sunshine warm ! 



a2 
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<. 

Swajring my soul as with a potent charm ! 
To thee, O hills ! I look with rapt devotion, 
!For there before me swims in soft emotion 
My happy by past life. These glens, these slopes, 
These cairns, these splintered rocks, these towering tops. 
Are all memorials of the course I ran 
In thought and deed, from childhood up to man. 
Flooding my soul, like a delicious tune, 
Oome soft sweet memories of a day in June, 
When up thy slopes Demyat I did glide 
With Martha Wishart blushing by my side : 
The ground around with blossomed broom was gay, 
And my heart dreamed we trod a golden way ! 
For hours we sat upon thy grassy height^ 
The minutes waxing sweeter with delight, 
Her lily finger pointing each fair place 
Encircled by the Devon's winding flow. 
Or where the Forth its loveliest links did show ;.. 
Enraptured there she loved each charm to trac^^ 
I only read their beauty from her face : 
Still as the flowing years come and depai^;. 
That day's remembrance brightens in my heart ! , 
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*0 that dear Martha would become my wife, 
Then bright unto its close would flow my life : 
On this iuy lips have hitherto been mute, 
But I '11 aidse, and go and plead my suit. 

Enter Gipsy Woman. 

Wouldst thou know thy future fate 1 
Wait, then, O kind master, wait :- 
Touch my hand with silver shining, 
And hearken unto my divining. 
Wide is my. keen vision's lunge, 
I can tell thee things most strange ! 
I ']! read thee thy life's history, 
Hidden deep from thee in mystery : 
Touch my hand with silver shining. 
And hearken unto my divining. 

Thomas Graham. 

O woman of the wild weird eye. 
Whence cloud and lightning ever fly, 
Much I. dread, thy fleshless flngecs, 
Bound whos^. tip^ sti».nge myatery lingera<i^l 
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Art thou bom of mortal birth 1 
Or.Qxiled spirit dropped to earth ) 
All my limbs before thee shiver, 
And my heart-strings quake and quiver \ 
Take my coin, and onward stray. 
And leave me to pursue my way. 

Gipsy Woman. 

Wait, now, O kind master, wait, 
Till I read thy future fate ; 
Fear thou not ; this body rude 
Is a real form of flesh and blood : 
Cold and hunger, joy and woe, 
I, as well as others, know ; 
Common with all are my feelings. 
Save this one of strange revealings : 
'Tis mine to lift the veil and see 
The mortal's coming destiny ; 
Master, keep thy spirit calm. 
And raise before mine eyes thy palm. 

Thomas Graham. 

I raise my hand, strange womim, say^ 
Doea.jay or sorrpw mark my way % 
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Gipsy Woman. 



Joy o'er thine JiifantKJot was bending 

And wii)ed away thy tears ; 
And Joy was still around attending 

As rolled thy ripening years : 
But Sorrow's clouds are now descending 

All laden with dark fears ; 
And thitherward thy steps are tending 

Where a sharp cross appears : 
Play well thy part, with a firm heart ; 

Thy weird is read ; I must depart. 

(DarU off and disappears.) 

Thomas Gbaham. 
(In cuUmishmeTU. ) 

Am I awake ? or am I dreaming ? 

Strange fisuicies in my brain are teeming : 

-Two awful eyes upon me glance, 

Fast them I may not advance ; 

Onward, onward, as I go. 

Still they peer on me and glow ! 

Straight before me I see rocking 

A shrirelled hand, with fingers mocking ! 
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Wild throbs my heaxt> and beats each vein : 
'Tis a delusion of the brain ! 

Ah ! insecure is mortal state, 

We 're beings of a fearful fate ! 

The wag of a finger, the glance of an eye, 

May turn the currents of our life awry ! 

Avaunt ! gaunt Fear ! the sun is glancing. 
And all life 'neath its rays are dancing j 
Enter sweet beams into my blood 
And stir my veins to pleasant mood : 
Fair Martha bid thy image rise, 
And chase away the hag's wild eyes. 

(Bavrts.) 
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PART II. 



Scene— Jfyrc^ow Garden, with Martha's Bmoer, 

Thomas Graham. 
(SUmds htfore the Bower and Sings,) 

AN ENCHANTED PLACE! 

I know a place 

Circled by grace, 
Where rare Beauty shyly hides ; 

Near it hills rise • 

Touching the skies, 
And by it a pure river glides. 
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A garden fair 

Grows all thing rare 
Within this fiivoured retreat ; 

Where birds all day 

Trill their love-lay, 
Whose refrain is, " O sweet ! sweet ! sweet ! "' 

Many a flower 

Entwines the bower 
That I'ears 'neath the garden wall ; 

Where each gay hour. 

In Beauty's power, 
Sits fair Martha, the pride of all. 

With charmed finger 

Oft I linger 
Before I lift the door-latch ; 

Loving to dream 

What new soft gleam 
I shall from her sparkling eyes catch. 

With passion wild, 
When but a child, 

ft ' 
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Mariha I loved thee ever ; 

Now as a man, 

This fond heart can 
Cease to adore thee, O never ! 

(Openi the Bower Door and enten.) 

Hail ! Martha, hail ! How dost thou like my singing ? 

Mabtha. 
O sweetly through my soul its notes are rifiging I 

Thomas Gbaham. 

Strange is Love ! Before it kings and peasants bow ! 
Iiove is — ^we know not what ! We love we know not 
how ! 

Mabtha; ' 

Love is indeed a powerful eharm' ^ 

That leadeth on to bliss or hatni* 

Thomas Graham. . 

Martha, can thy heart in me con£d<^? 
If I ask a secret wilt thou chide ? 
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Martha. 

I've found thee ever noble, Graham, 
Thou HhsI the subject but to name. 

Thomas Graham. 

Long hnth my fond soul glowed to thee ; 
O tell me, iVIartha, can it be. 
That trnly trhy heart loveth me? 

Martha. 

O needst fchou that I should tell 
What ♦ll my acts have proved so well '\ 

Thomas Graham. 

Deal' Martha, with an anxious ear 
And ti-embling heart I paused to hear, 
And thy soft voice hath spoken cheer : 
No moment rife with such sweet bliss 
Have J p^'^r known to equal this ; — : 
Ne'er wanderer such joy did know, 
When lost at night *mid drifted snow 
He sees H cottage window glow ; 
Nor mother, when in transport wild 
She cla.Hps to her a long-lost child ; 
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Nor captive, when firora chains that bind) 
He feels hLs limbs move uncontiaed. 
And sees all living shapes bound tree^ 

Exulting in sweet liberty : 

The stumbling-blocks my fears liad reared 

Have in a moment disappearf>d. 

With doubts and jealousies 1 in done, 

joy of joys ! my bride is won. 

Martha. 

Thy words alarm me and surprise:. 
Showing mistake between us lies': 
My acts have shown no softer fiarne 
Than what was due to frieiiH>lnp*:? claim : 
Nothing more than this nov less 
Were my words meant to pxpr^.-is : 
A nearer and a dearer love 

1 never deemed you wished t<» prove. 

Thomas Graha.m. 

Martha, believe me, when I >Hy, 
Thou hast been of my liff a pait 
As much as my own soul or heai't ; 

No moment once, by night nor day, 
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Hast thou been from mj thoughts away. 
I know not when this love began. 
Through all my boyish years it ran 
And strengthened with my strength to man : 
This growing wish charmed all my life. 
To call thee by the name of wife. 

Habtha. 

Most noble Graham, with deep emotion 
I We listened to thy warm devotion, 
And much it grieves my heart that I 
Must frame to thee a cold reply ; 
A love so constant and complete 
As thine I never hoped to meet ; 
An hence it pierces me with woe 
That to thy suit I must say — No ! 

Thomas Graham. 

Bpeak ! oh speak ! the secret do not hide ! 
What gulf must our two lives divide ! 
What are the powers) what the dread charms t 
That can withhold thee from mine arms ? 
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Martha. 



My plighted vow of love is .spokeu 
Which never can by me b*^ broken ; 
Few months ago I did decide 
To become Peter Beaton's bride : 
Dear Graham, calm thou tliy troubled heart 
And time shall ease thy aching smart \ 
And some girl, with a sweeter face, 
May bring thy heart conif»lete solace. 

Thomas Graham. 

Oh never ! never ! gentle iimid, 
Can love's remembrance from me fade. 
My life had but a single hope 
And thine affection was the prop ; 
That pillar now removed away. 
My life goes hastening to de<:ay. 

(Hears a Funeral Belf niHjin<i.) 

Alas ! alas ! I hear a bell 
Tolling my life's funeral knell ' 
Farewell ! beloved maid ! Farewell ! 

(Retires,) 

b2 
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Scene — The Wood near Menstry, 
Jk-erUer Thomas Graham. 

Hide me ! hide me ! pitying wood, 

Hide me from all gazer's rude ; 

Tender leaves around my head 

Draw your sympathetic shade ; 

My love, my hope, my all is gone. 

My heart is empty, cold, and lone ; 

A few short hours have changed my state. 

And branded doom upon my fate ! 

A few short hours, how bright my sky ! 
The flowers seemed for my smile to vie, 
The birds for me went piping high ; 
But now in my dejected fall 
I 'm too mean for the worms that crawl I 

Ala8 ! poor man isf ever blind, 
He views things with a partial mind 
And therefore truth can never find : 
A few short hours, all life seemed gay, 
. .And holding a sweet holiday ; 
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But now with other eyes I see, — 
There sere leaves fall from off the tree ; 
Here on the ground, with blood all red, 
A little leveret lies dead ; 
And yonder, on the withering thorn, 
Two linnets for their young ones mourn : 
The keenness of my own heart-throes 
Has quickened me to others' woes. 

(Approaches an Oak,) 

I stand before thee, giant oak I 

Thou mighty monarch of this wood, 
That hath for ages past withstood 
The raving storm's strong cleaving stroke ; 
Thy potent bole and powerful arms 
Have laughed to scorn the wind's alarms : 
Beneath thy boughs, I, grateful, seek, 
For thou art strong and I am weak ; 
Above thy roots I 'U make my bed 
And rest awhile my fevered head« 

(FUngt himklf down, ) 
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Enter Peter Beaton and Fsiab Todd, and sU down at the 

opposite side of the Oak, 

Friab. 

You *11 have Tullibody's fold to keep, 
A well-ileeced flock of simple sheep ! 
*Tis a catch, Peter ! A real catch ! 

Peter Beaton. 

But, then, with Martha I must break my match ; 
For Mother Church a single life 
To priest decrees, and not a wife. 

Friar. 

Tush, man, tush ! A trifle light as air ! 
Believe me, marriage is a sham affidr ! 
With men's ways I have some acquaintance, 
And, on my soul, there 's more repentance 
'Mong men for having married wives 
Than for the sins of all their lives. 

Peter Beaton. 
But conscience. Friar, in this affair. 

• Friar. 

Tush, ne'er to that extend a care : 
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You 've wholly crossed from Conscienoe' borders 

When you have joined our " holy orders ! " 

When I was but a beggar-brat, 

And did in poor men's hovels squat, 

I 've seen these poor wretches strain 

At conscience, with a grievous pain : 

For it they ate of all refuse 

And did their bodies sore abuse ; 

Beeing this, says I, " Master Conscience, 

1 11 have none of your cursed nonsense : 

Ne'er will I crunch at skim-milk cheese, 

Nor munch scones baked of beans nor pea^e ; 

Nor work, to get me aching bones, 

And fill old age with sobs and groans : 

Nay, nay, dread Master Conscience, I 

Of your company will keep shy." 

So I left Conscience in the lurch, 

.And steered my way into the Church. 

I throve well with my " Ride of Faithy^ — 
'Tis brief — I '11 give it in a breath, — 
** I '11 lick the dirt from Bishop's feet» 
And swallow it and call it sweet ! 
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I will conform to his belief 

So be I get my bread and beef ! 

If my bishop thinks it right 

To call the blackest colour white, 

Tis unto me just quite the same, 

I Ve but to keep in mind the name. 



»» * 



* In proof of the profligacy of the priesthood prior to the Re- 
formation, see Sir David Lindsay's Poems, viz. : — "-4 Dialogue 
of the Miserable E< ate of the World between Experience and the 
Courteour"; " Thi Tcstainent and Complaint of our Sovereign 
Lord, King Jauics t '< ' Fifth, his Papingo, lying sore wounded and 
may nx)t die, till ev •// ttvm has heard what she says " &c. ; " The 
Tragedie of the Un/uhUe most Reveread Father David, hy the 
Grace of God Cardidol and Archbishop of Saint Andrews ^^ ; &c., 
and ** Kittie^s Confession" &c. The following lines from the 

Papingo, " I extract for their mildness of expression : — 
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Now Dykelowpers do in the church resort. 

By Symonie and Supplication 

Of Princes, by their Presentation : 

So silly Souls that are the Lord's Sheep, 

Are given to hungry ravenous Wolves to keep. 

No marvel is though we Religious Men, 

Degenred be, and in our Life confused. 

But Sing and "Drink, none other Craft we ken, 

Our spiritual Fathers have us so abused : 

Against our Will these Traytors been intrused. 
***** 

Princes, I pray you be no more abused, 
To vertuous Men having so small Regsurd ; 
Why should Vertue through Flattery be refused, 
That Man of Cunning can get no Reward : 
Alas, that ever a Bragger or a Baird, 

A , or common Hazarture, 

Should in the Church get any kind of Cure." 
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By this, my " Rule," I *ve prospered rare, 
Behold me rosy, fat, and fair ; 
To Bishop's rank 1 11 yet arrive. 
And in my gilded coach will drive : 
Although of learning I can't vaunt, 
Being of book-lore rather scant ; 
I scarce can read words of six letters, 
But, then, I 'm no worse than my betters.* 

Than I, you Ve had a better lot. 
And a fine start in life you Ve got ; 
With Tullibody to begin, 
A bishopric you *11 shortly win. 
And mounting still on Fortune's stair, 
You may sit down on Peter's Chair : 
When you are on the rising road, 
I hope you '11 hitch up Friar Todd. 



* When Thomas Forrest, vicar of Dollar, was examined before 
the Bishop of Dunkeld, on a charge of having ventured to preach 
from the gospel, the Bishop, with great vehemence declared : — 
** I thank God I have lived well these many years, and never 
knew eitfier tfie Old or Neiv Testament ! " From this saying there 
arose a proverb which was commonly applied in- Scotland, for 
many years after, to persons who were grossly ignorant : ** Ye are 
like the Bishop of Dunkeld that kent neither new law nor aidd." 
— See SpotevHXHlef p. 66 ; Bow's MS, Hist., an. 1538. 
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Peter Beatobt. 

Friar, love is such a pleasing state*. 
I throw off Martha with regret. 

Friar. 

Throw her off — ^your talk is tame ; 
You 're quite untutored in love's game r. 
You know, by law of your profession, 
She must approach you for confession, 
When if you don't enforce your claim, 
You are much more than she to blame. 

Petbr Beaton. 
You don't rate high the female heart ! 

Friar. 

Nor will you when as old in art ! 
Od ! man ! but I could tell a tale, 
Had I a jug of foaming ale, 
With a good snack of bread and beef. 
But hunger cuts my story brief. 
When you at Abbey * next appear. 
We'll have a night of roaring cheer ; 

* CambuakenneUi Abbey, near Stirling.^ 
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And then you will both hear and see 

Some nuns renowned for piety. 

And something else I '11 not now mention, 

But will just leave to your invention ! 

Nuns have, you know, the female mind, 

Which unto man is ne'er unkind : 

And Martha 's a woman and a fool. 

And will become your willing tool ! 

Thomas Graham. 
(Ruihufnym, bchifid iht Oak noord in hand, J 

Black villain ! let your tongue be mute, 

Or I will cut it from the root ; 

Your friend there will his sword you lend 

Wherewith you may your life defend. 

Fbiab. 
(Dropping on kU knees tremfdingly counts ftis beads, J 
I *11 decline the offer if you please, 
I do all fighting on my knees : 
O ! pray, good sir ! state my offence 
That I may speak in my defence. 

Thomas Gbaham. 
Tile knave ! deep versed in arts accursed, 

To split your head in two were just ! 

c 
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FSIAB. 

If my late talk did reach jour ear, 

I pray, good sir, my excuse hear : 

I 'm ofl afflicted by the Devil, 

Who moves my tongue to words unciTil, 

That was an instance of possession, 

Leading my lips in sad digression 

From their ptlre speech, for which I 'm filmed, 

" The holy Friar " by all I 'ra named : 

Knew you my pain, for me yon *d feel, 

And turn aside at once your steel. 

Thomas Graham. 
The very Devil, I am sure, 
To enter you could not endure. 
You are so monstrously impure ! 
Away ! vile cur, no longer kneel ; 
Your dirty blood would stain my steel. 

Friar. 

(RuTii offmvtterhig.) 

Gramercy ! that weapon keen and bright 
Has frightened off my appetite : 
My stomach has no wish to dine ; 
O that I had a jug of wine 
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To quell the beating of my heart, 
Through my ribs I fear 'twill dart : 
If e'er that wood again I near 
May old Nick stick me ou his spear. 

Thomas Graham. 
(Addressing Beaton. J 

Now, Beaton, now, in Martha's name, 
I draw the sword for her fair fame ; 
Expect no mercy at my hand. 
But skillful wield for life your brand. 

{They fight. Graham ivminds Beaton in the sword-arm, and drives 

the sword from his hand.) 

Thomas Graham. 

Now, villain, now, your chance is passed ! 
Pi'epare ! this moment is your last ! 

{Eaises his sword to strihCy wTien Martha rushes forward and arrests 

his hand. ) 

Martha. 

Stay your hand I O Thomas, stay ! 

Do not, I pray, ray lover slay ! 

Sheathe your sword — with wrath h^ve done ! 

My love by blood shall ne'er be won ! 
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Thomas Graham. 



O Martha ! did you understand 

The wretch round whom I swing my brand, 

Then you would say, " Vile fiend, away ! " 

And leave to equity its prey. 

He means from him your love to fling 

Like a light despicable thing ; 

No longer claim him as a lover, 

A priest in him you may discover, — 

A priest, with a vile villain's art. 

Who plots your ruin in his heart ! 

Martha. 

Hush ! Thomas, hush ! I 'm much afi*aid, 
That love lias wholly turned your head ; 
See, Peter's wound doth wildly bleed ; 
Thomas, that was a cruel deed ! 

Thomas Graham. 

Martha, I may not with you chide ; 
By your decision I '11 abide. 
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(Turning to Beaton.) 



Go, poor spirit — crouching craven — 
Gret your poll all shorn and shaven ! 
And don a cloak both dark and wide, 
Your meanness and your crimes to hide. 



(Retires.) 



-*(i§^ 



c2 
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PART III. 



-ao5*:o« 



ScBNB— A Bedroom in Myreton HaU. Martha very sick. 

Enter Thomas Graham. 
Martha. 

I am in fault ! I am to blame ! 

Much have I wronged thee, noble Graham : 

All is revealed — the false, the true. 
To Beaton perjury and shame, 

While truth and honour lives with you. 

When on me flashed the serpent's wile 

To lure me to his cruel toil, 

My heart was seized with shuddering pain 
And fever burned in every vein ; — 
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From him with scorn I did recoil : 

Alas ! my vision has been dim ; 
E'er to have loved a form so vile — 

To bum from thee and look on him : 
But such regrets with me are past, 
For now the fatal die is cast. 
Now in this solemn hour of death, 

When human power is vain to save, 
With faltering heart and failing breath, 

Your pardon I most humbly crave, — 
Ere my beating heart shall cease 
Speak ! oh speak kind words of peace. 

Thomas Graham. 
(Clasps her hand. J 

Hush ! Martha, hush ! Know that my love 

Is not a thing all weak and fleeting. 
That would inconstant to thee prove 

Were it but wrong and coldness meeting ; 
Nought can it from my heart remov^e. 

Still true to death it will keep beating. 
Speak not of death — it is not near — 

Thy youth is in its bloom most tender ; 
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Banish away all thoughts of fear^ 

Thy life shall burst anew in splendour ; 

By thy side I will attend thee, 

And my right arm shall defend thee. 

O joy ! thine eyes are brightly beaming, 
The rose is mantling on thy cheek, 

The blood through all thy veins, is streaming : 
How art thou now 1 O loved maid, speak 1 

Martha. 

Raise me, raise me from my bed. 
Thy kind arm around me throwing ; 

Let me rest on thee my head ; 

New hope in my heart is glowing. 

(Raises her.) 

O that heaven would hear my prayers 
And 'grant me a few years of life, 

'That I might be, to soothe thy cares, 
A faithful and a loving wife : 

Hold, Thomas, hold ! a languid feeling 

Now across my heart is stealing. 

(Faints,) ' 
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Thomas Graham. 



(Leaning distractedly over her reclining form, J 

Can it be — (oh thought of sadness !) 

That death is with mj loved one dealing? 
Can the Hope, that brought me gladness 

Have come, beneath its fold concealing 
Black Despair, to send the madness 

That through brain and heart is reeling 1 
Oh Martha I open thy sweet eyes ; 

Can this slumber be Death's sleep 1 
Oh ! give my sight a blessed surprise ; 

Open thy lips ! beloved, speak ! 

(Martha^s consciousness returns.) 
Martha. 

My wish is vain ! My wish is vain 1 
Beloved, press me to thy breast , 

Few moments have I to remain ; 
How soft in thy kind arms to rest ! 

I have a few words, love, to say 
Of a pledge I wish to gain : 
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O do not my beguiler slay, 

Let not his blood thy pure hands stain ; 
His time of trial, come it must, — 
God is in heaven, and He is just. 

Thomas Graham. 

Martha, I never said thee nay ; 
Thy dying wish I will obey. 

Martha. 
Kiss me, kiA8 me ! Peace with thee dwell ; 

(Kisses her.) 
Farewell ! beloved Graham ; farewell ! 
(Graham faints f and is carried from the Chamber.) 

^S^oo 

» 

Scene — Martha's Deaih- Chamber, 
Enter Johjh Wishart. 

Vain have been my fervent prayers ! 
Vain have been my loving cares ! 

My only child thou 'rt gone : 
Perished by a villain's snares, 

And I am left alone. 
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When Death into our home did stray 
And thy iiweet Mother called away, 

And Sorrow spread its gloom ; 
You stood by me my hope, my stay. 

And did my life illume. 

But now that thou art lowly laid. 
Thy form all pale and cold and dead, 

I 'm left alone with woe ; 
All mourning now my steps must tread 

TJnto the churchyard low. 

I would have shed the yillain's hlood 
When wild rage all my soul did flood. 

But thy' voice eailed' f6r peace : 
Thy tender words did change my mood, 

And iny hot wrath did cease. 

He shall not gain complete respite, 
Because I think it is not right 

To cover up his blame : 
Thy grave shall be made plain to sight 

That all may read his shame. 
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Of stone 1 11 have a coffin made, 
Within it shall thy form be laid, 

And in the churchyard lone, 
It shall be placed among the dead, 

Nor mould shall lie thereon ! 

Farewell ! much loved form of clay, 
Softly thy spirit stole away 

To the land of the blest : 
O that I heard the Angels say, 

" Lone wanderer come and rest." 

Yain have been the hoi)es I 've nourished ! 
Vain the love that I have cherished ! 
My daughter 's from me gone ; 
AU my joys with her are periahed, 
. And I am lefb alone ! 
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Bcaan^TuttHbodf. Jkaitm in kit CkamJber. 

Peteb Bkatov. 

A hideous about ! — a cry of blood ! 

Is ringing up and down tbe land ; 
Men look at me witb evil nx>od. 

As if tbe Uood were on my hand : 
For days I 've kept close in my room 
Lest a keen sword sbonld seal my doom. 

I bored a small bole in my shutter 
To yiew tbe people as they passed. 

And, oh ! it made my scared heart flutter 
To see tbe looks they upward cast ; 

Still deeper corses did they mutter. 
Which doth forebode an evil blast : 

Me, as a murderer and liar 

My flock have branded in their ire : 

Escape from this dread place I '11 make ; 

The thought of death doth make me quake. 

(Putt hit hand on the Door4ateh.) 

This is the hour escape to seek. 

When good men sleep and criminals prowl ; 

D 



50 THE MAIDEirS STONE 

Gramercy ! how the hinges creak ! 

And round my door dogs bark and growl ! 
I 'm lost if the clear moon shall steal 
From the dark clouds, and me reveal ! 

Now, now I walk the silent street. 
The houses all look weird and grim ; 

What a strange shape doth dog my feet ! 
My heart doth beat, my brain doth swim ! 

It is the moonlight that doth fall 

And casts my shadow on the wall. 

Yonder upon my vision looms 

My chapel 'neath the spreading trees, 
Surrounded by the churchyard glooms ; 
Like fiends upon me stare the tombs. 

My very blood with fear will freeze. 
Yonder the awful coffin stands. 

The cause of all my fear and pain ; 
My crime deep in my soul it brands ; 

All in a flame is now my brain. 
My limbs beneath me shake and reel ! 
All things around me seem to wheel ! 
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Support me wall ; swoon I must not ; 

that I were far from this spot ! 

Now, now the churchyard I have passed, 

1 hope that look has be^i my last ; 

1 11 now put swift wings to my speed. 
And leave remembrance of the deed ; 
The world is broad, the world is wide, 
And has full many a hole to hide. 
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PART IV. 



■«o>e4o«- 



SoiNE — TuUibody Churchyard, Mtdnight, and very dark. 

Enter Piteb Beaton. 

Ah 1 after many years of pain 

I Ve crawled to this dread spot again ! 

I Ve known how sad it is to roam 
Without a friend, without a home ! 
New places by the feet still pressed 
Yet finding no sweet spot of rest ; 
Ever onward journeying 
Yet with no tender yearning : 
Leaving no fond sweet tie behind, 
IS'or hoping such beyond to find, 
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But like the drift, where the waves flow, 
Most idly tossing to and fro : 
Ah ! nought can for the past atone, 
Nor lift from my soul this load of stone ! 

At night, when in some humble shed, 

I tried to rest my weary head, 

Ever upon my troubled sleep 

An awful dream did wildly creep : 

In narrow canity I seemed to be, 

And looking up, nought could I see 

But flinty i-ocks aU round, to heaven up-piled, 

Where not a blade of vegetation smiled, 

Nor brooklet ran, nor air did &n the spot. 

But right above the sun sftood scorching hot. 

Until my brain reeled with the fervid heat. 

My throat did burn, and throbbed with pain my feet; 

Then forth upon me did a serpent spring. 

Intent to dart in me his venomed sting ; 

Up the sharp rocks with maddened bounds I flew. 

While quick behind the reptile did pursue ; 

More painful still did bum my head and feet, 

Behind, the serpent, hissing, clomb more fleet, 

d2 
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Until with, pain I toppled from the height, 
And then I woke all quivering with afiright ! 
I woke, but not relief to gain, 
Twas but a leap from pain to pain ! 

While wandering on without intent^ 
Unthinking why or where I went ; 
A sudden longing seized my breast, 
And onward still my tired feet pressed. 
Onward, compelled, my pained limbs trod. 
By many a hard and dismal road : 
^ow through wild woods, with prickly thorn, 
By which my flesh was gashed and torn ; 
Then over hills, all clad with snow. 
Where did piercing keen winds blow ; 
Next o'er moorlands, bleak and dreai-y. 
Till footsore trudging, weak and weary, 
(Forced along by this strange power,) 
I 'm in this place, at this dread hour. 
Kneeling low, at midnight's chime, 
By the memorial of my crime ! 

(lAstens.) 



OF TULLIBODY. 66 

Ha ! I hear a footstep's tread. 
And hitherward it seems to lead ! 

(Crouches dqion hy the le^ tide of the Stone, ) 

JSfUer Thoiub Ctraham. 
(Kneels down by the right nde of the Stone.) 

O never since my day of birth 

Have I e'er known a sweeter day ! 

Heaven's joy has come to me on earth, 
And all my sorrows chased away : 

All things that I did feel or see 

Seemed all imbued with love for me ! 

The morning's light dawned softly £air, 
The^day was rife with genial heat ; 

How balmy round me blew the air, 
I never felt it half so sweet : 

All things that I did feel or see 

Seemed all imbued with love for me ! 

The hills looked down so kind and bland, 
My heart leapt up at their blessed look ; 

And melody o'erflowed the land, 

From sprightly bird and dancing brook : 
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All things that I did hear or see 
Seemed aU imbued with love for me ! 

The trees displayed their leaves of grace^ 

The flowers in all their charms showed rare ; 

And everywhere, the human face 
Beamed on me with a pleasant air : 

All living things that I did see 

Seemed all imbued with love for me ! 

Delightful fancies in me wrought 

With all their witchery of art, 
And through my brain gleamed sunny thought, 

Thrilling with happiness my heart : 
The Angels, though I could not see 
Seemed speaking with fond love to me ! 

The Night came and its pleasure gave^ 
When a sweet wish did o'er me steal, 

To go and visit Martha's grave, 
And there beside it lowly kneel : 

T 'm here ; and though I cannot see 

I feel heaven kindly looks on me ! 
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In eastern tikj, a sudden light 

Burst forth and lit the churchyard gloom, 
And shining on with glory bright, 
Kevealed to view at Martha's tomb. 
The iirst step of a golden stair 
That went up glittering through the air, 
Brighter still and brighter showing, 
To heaven's wide-open portal glowing. 

While Graham gazed, wondering at the sight, 

There did a glorious vision glide 

Through heaven's bright portal, opened wide — 
A woman robed in shining white ! 
A moment passed of strange surprise. 
When Martha's form his sight descries ; 
Sweet was her face, and in each hand 
She held heaven's lilj, pure and bland. 

Then Martha, with a noble mien. 
Treading the golden stair was seen j 
Down to the place where he was kneeling 
<She came, and spoke in tones of feeling : — 
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** take this lily, purely glowing, — 
Fair pa»sport to the heavenly state, 
It is a dear Friend's kind bestowing, 

Who waits your presence at heaven's gate. 

*' Long, long tiie dismal night of sorrow 
Has hung upon your earthly way ; 
But now the dawn of joy's bright morrow 
Breaks, with heaven's unfading day. 

** You 've known a love of fleeting sweetness, 
Thereafter bringing years of pain ; 
But, O ! heaven's love, in its completeness, 
Your faithful spirit now shall gain. 

•* Behold ! yon spirit-throng is bending, 
With their faces beaming love, 
To see us, hand in hand, ascending 
To the happy realms above. 



cc 



Leave each wound and sharp a£9iction, 
Leave earth's fretful, wasting fray ; 

Come to joy without restriction, 
Come to life without decav." 
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Within a moment burst away 
Graham's spirit from its house of clay ; 
And then in raiment, bright and good. 
By Martha's side he, smiling, stood ; 
He took heaven's lily, pui*e and bland. 
From her tender, stainless hand, 
And with a noble, gracious air 
They upward stepped the golden stair. 
The air with melody was ringing 

(While they clomb, with willing feet,) 
From the band of spirits singing, 

O'erjoyed to see a sight so sweet. 

As upward did the lovers glide 
The angel-band did stand aside 
Ajid opened up a passage wide. 
When through thif shining way, elat-e 
They passed, and entered heaven's fair gate : 
Behind them closed the spirit throng, 
With sound of instrument and song, 
Ajid when had passed each bright immortal 
Gloued was heaven's gleaming portal, 
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And then again the dismal gloonid 

Stole down, and reigned among the tombs. 

Ah ! with a soul of aching woes 
Beaton had seen the scene disclose : 
When he perceived what joy was givett 
To spirits loved and blessed by heaven 
His heart was torn with fearful throes ; 
But when he saw heaven's portal bright 
Shut ftMfever on his sight, 
He dashed his head upon the Stone, 
And fell to earth with a dread ^;roan. 

When morning shed its dawning light 
The dead men were revealed to sight ; 
Graham on his knees was gently kneeiliiig, 
With one hand o'er the other pressed 
And both laid softly on his breast, 
And lingered on his face sweet feeling ! 
With brow deep dinted in the ground, 
Was Beaton's wasted body found ; 
And when they looked upon his face 
They read Despair's deep, haggard trace ! 
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REQUIEM. 

Ochil breeze, go gently blowing 

O'er Tullibody's Churchyard lone ; 

Fairest Devon, sweetly flowing, 

Murmur soft to Maiden's Stone. 

Demyat, still with kind face keeping 

Watch, where calmly sleep the dead ; 
Blend thy sigh with mourners weeping 
For their loved ones lowly laid. 

Maiden's Stone, all aged and hoary, 
Rest forever where thou art ; 
Recounting still thy thrilling story 
To the future Age's heart. 



42 FAITHFUL LOVE, 



itttBrellane0ttB ^oems* 



>J»io<- 



FAITHFUL LOVE. 

True in the spirit of her love 

Is sainted Eupholine, 
And in devotion true as hers 

Is this fond soul of mine. 
< 
In early years, in infant years, 

We loved each other well ; 
And years passed o'er, and chained us more. 

By love's all-potent spell. 

Side by side we lived i^il love 

While those glad years did roll ; 
We saw and read as one, we thought 

In unison of soul. 
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To flit about from place to place 

Fell unto our glad lot ; 
Joyoua as the birds of air 

We flew from spot to spot. 

We Ve clomb unto the mountain-top, 

We Ve roamed the spreading vale^ 

And we have bartered loving thoughts 
On seas tossed by the gale. 

That love has flourished chaste and fond 

Amid the spotless snow, 
And pure in warmer regions grew 

'Mid flowers of dazzling glow. 

We two have plucked the luscious fruits 
Of most bewitching shapes ; 

Our hands have met upon the vines, 

And gathered ruby grapes. 

And we have sat 'neath burning skies 
Under a spreading palm ; 

And, hand in hand, we Ve sweetly strayed 

Where trees dropped odourous balm 
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And 'mid the heather's purple bloom 

Keyed Eupholine with me j 

And in ecstatic bliss we Ve sat 

Beneath the hawthorn tree. 

Thus happy years rolled over us 

In many a changeful clime. 

Which brought us up in waxing love 
To life's rejoicing prime. 

And now we sought to pledge our hands 
In that grand link of life ; 

/y to be a faithful hiLsband, 

Shey to be a loving wife. 

But they who had beheld our joys 

Through all the golden years ; 

In burning 'raptures flashing bright, 

Or melting with sweet tears : 

Forbade the tie : spake we should part, 
To meet again, ah ! never ; 

That we, whom brook did ne'er (^vide, 
The ocean should forever. 
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We have parted, yet our parting 

Knew no sigh nor tear, 
To 8e7i8e we seem far distant, 

But to spirit we are near, 

O ours is not the fleeting love 

Whose memory fades away ; 

But ours is an undying love 

That never can decay. 

You ask me how I can be sure 

That our love is unbroken ? 

Oh ! I could prove that unto you 

By many a tender token. 

By many a varied token, 

Most beautiful and rare 
(All symbols of our constancy,) 

From sea and earth and air. 

They have been sent, year after year. 

Sent across the ocean, 

Written or hung with characters 

Expressing fond emotion. 

b2 
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Strange characters that none may read, 
Saye Eupholine and me ; 

But in these symbols and these signs 
A world of love I see. 

When these charmed^tpkens round me gleam. 
Then off steals earth-bom care, 

As deadly exhalations flit 

Before the vital air. 

And a land of bright enchantments 
Lies smiling at my feet, 

And a heaven of radiant beauty 

Looks down all calm and sweet. 

And I seem to view my Eupholine 

With all her witching art^ 

AndaUjoysofmybypaatlife 

Again overflow my heart. 

Thus the light and charm of my life 
Is sainted Eupholine, 

Though to sense she may seem distant 

Yet her soul is near to mine. 
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^Speaking in all its purity, 

In all its tenderness, 
And linking all my days and years 

With golden links of bliss. 

Ofb through the slumbering hours of night 
The Angels, good and &dr, 

Tisit my room, bringing with them 

Soft swells of heavenly air. 

And that ether waving o'er me. 

Into my spirit streams. 
And then of my beloved I have 

The most enchanting dreams. 

We meet on the celestial hill. 

Costumed in robes of white- 
Fair robes of flowing beauty. 

All glimmering with light. 

And still we progress upward. 

And brighter, brighter shine, 

And wider still our survey spreads 
Of mysteries divine. 



68 FAITHFUL LOVE, 

And our pathway still is upward, 

We go moving on and on, 

To the splendours streaming outward 

From the Everlasting Throne^ 

And as we higher, higher mount, 

We hear the golden chime 

Ringing gaily, sweetly, blandly. 

Through the soft air of that cGmeu 

And we can hear at intervals 

The heavenly music float ; 

And catch anon a burning thought 

Strung on a rich full note. 

Anon bright forms look down on us, 

Look from the heavenly height, 

O fairest forms who fill our souls 

With gushes of delight. 

Of hue more bright than any shape 

That flashes in the brine, 
And brighter far than any gem 

, E'er brought from out the mine. 
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More brightly rare than aught in air, 

Than any gay bird's plume ; 

Beside these gUttering spirite 

The sun would seem a gloom. 

And these spirits beck us upward, 

And these spirits cheer us on, 

They wish us up beside them 

Around the Shining Throne. 

They wish us up, they wish us up, 

^ Away from sense and time, 
Into the home of spirit-life, 

Into the heavenly clime. 

And upward, O ever upward 

With rejoicing souls we go, 

Never once with lingering spirit 

Cast we a glance below. 

And night by night, as this sweet dream 

Unto my soul is given, 
I find (O joy of joys), I find 

We are more near to heaven. 
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We are leaving sense below us 

With pains and sorrows rife. 

And we 're smoothly soaring upward 
To the home of spirit-life. 

I know it by the purer streams 

That pass with warbling flow, 

I know it by rare flowers and trees 

That all around us grow ; 

I know it by fair living things 

That swim or walk or fly ; 

And by the brightnens gleaming down 

I know that heaven is nigh ; 

I know it by the sofb cool air 

Fanning sweet-smelling balms ; 
I know it by the mellow chimes 

And chant of burning psalms ; 

I know it by the radiant shapes ' 

Who smile down lovingly, 

That soon the Gate of Pearl will ope 
Unto my love and me. 
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And each fond missive I receive 

From my dear Eupholine, 

Tells me of her glorious dreams 

Wliich are akin to mine. 

By these and many other signs 

It plainly doth appear, 
That our everlasting union 

Is drawing very near. 

O happy thought ! O blessed thought ! 

Triumph o'er sense and time. 
My love shall ever dwell with me 

Within the heavenly clime. 

Through the cycles of supernal love 

Her face shall on me shine ; 

Forever by my side shall be 

My faithful Eupholine. 
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THE SPRING OF 1871. 

I. 

Come Spring, sweet Spring, 

And joy unto us bring : 
Our hearts have struggled, faint and low^ 
Chilled as with the frozen snow, 

Come with thy softening wind, 
Upon us blow. 

And to our flesh be kind. 

II. 

The din of awful war 
We have heard from afar : 
We 've read of human pain. 
Of blood-red fields of slain, 
And at the carnage and the grief 
Wept, that we could not bring relief. 
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III. 

Come Spring with thy soft calm, 

Breathe o*er the lands sweet peace, 

Bid wars and troubles cease, 
And on bleeding hearts drop balm. 
Let thy gentle footsteps pass 

O'er the soldier's lowly tomb, 
And clothe it with gi'een grass. 

And o'er it bid flowers bloom. 

IV. 

Come Spring with thy bright creed. 
Unto Faith and Hope us lead ; 
Brin^ thy wanderers o'er the seas — 

Bid the sprightly swallow float. 

Bring the cuckoo with his note. 
Clothe with leaves the naked trees. 
Revive the faded bowers 
And weave them with fresh flowers : 
Teach us, that 'mid life's seeming maze 
A Hand controls all being's ways, 
That after bitter grief and pain 
Life still springs up to joy again. 
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HOPE ENDING IN DESPAIR, 

Behold the youthful maiden come, with face most 

chaste and sweet, 
Soft music gushing from her tongue, and from her 

foot's light beat ; 
To her rich grace and purity no image fair can 

show, — 
Kot the lily of the garden, not the mountain's spotless 

snow ; 
A thousand hopes and promises all bright around her 

play, 
Like the buds and blossoms bursting in the gladsome 

month of May ; 
Where'er her dark eye flashes, her chiselled form is 

seen, 
She rules the willing hearts of all, like crowned and 

sceptred queen ; 
Where'er her lips in tenderness part musically faint. 
The heads of all bend reverently as to a holy saint ; 



HOPE ENDING IN DESPAIR, 75 

She seems like the pure maiden God sent to Eden's 

bowers, 
To leftd man on in innocence among rich fruits and 

flowers : 
But, alas ! alas ! for anything that has a mortal bii*thy 
The purest blood that ever flowed may clog at last 

with earth ; 
The lark may spurn the blackened clod, and soar to 

heaven's blue bound, 
Yet his tired pinions dropping, he hugs again the 

ground ; 
Unto the door of the maid's heart, as young Love 

masked, comes Sin, 
And the unsuspecting maiden opes and lets the Liar 

in; 
Who tempts her from her innocence, and evil woe 

doth bring, 
Nor leaves her till she withers to a haggard abject 

thing; 
And then an outcast she becomes, a dreary way to 

roam. 
Shrank from as a plague- stricken wretch, without a 

friend or home ; 
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And, nightly, like a frightful hag, beneath the street 

lamp's glare, 
She shudders out her dismal life with the shriekings 

of Despair. 



ION A, 

The murmur of the melancholy sea 

Breaks all around thee, holy isle. No more 
Do sandalled pilgrims print thy snow-white shore^ 
Through many strange perils having come to thee 
To gaze, as from an eminence, to heaven. 
Save by the curious traveller only. 
Forsaken now thou art, O isle, and lonely ; 
Thy cloistered walls, alas ! are rent and riven. 
And the altar, with the worshippers, has gone. 
Here and there we meet a hoary sculptured stone, 
That tells us of the illustrious dead 
Who were borne hither, and in this quiet ground laid 
By pious hands, whose souls were full of Faith, 
That that cold clay would rise and triumph over Deaths 
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THE PRESS, 

I deem that from the things that be 
The future we may dimly see ; 
Thus from the spirit of the age 

I catch a glorious presage : 
This Press, now rising 'neath our hand, 
Shall work far more than wizard's wand, 
Revealing things of brighter glory 
Than e'er was told in Arab's story. 

Far in the past's receding bound 

The Sages haunted hidden ground, 

Loving in the darkened mine 

To make the torch of knowledge shine ; 

But now such dark, enchanted holes 

Hold out no charin for modem souls ; 

We love to walk the upper ground 

And see heaven's light all streaming round ; 

And hence I deem the Printing Press 

Doth well our favoured age express^ 

And from its rising rays which shine 

Its future blaze we may divine. 

f2 
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In the Press's power to teach 
In a circuit of wide reach, 
(Like the light or like the air, 
It goes moving everywhere, 
Speaking on and speaking ever, 
Without start or halt or quiver), 
I behold a tool designed 
Most fitly, for a master-mind. 

The mighty Sage has now to seek no more 
For " vessels " fit to hold his wondrous lore ; 
Nor pupil may, like mirror falsely wrought, 
Twist the grand image of his master's thought ; 
But as the thought in all its pureness rose, 
So forth into the world, entire, it goes. 

From present dawnings I forsee 
The splendours which have yet to be ; 
Grand Thought, brighter than the sun, 
Shall round the earthly circuit run : 
Its rays shall on the Negro play, 
And round the Mongol of Kathay, 
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And to the fair Caucasian race 

It shall be the time of grace ; 

The glorious fruit upon the summer-tree, 

An earnest is of Thought's fruit yet to be. 

The Press shall scatter wide the blessed seed, 

Which higher wish and longing breed, 

So that mankind, diverse in race, 

Diverse in colour and in face. 

In Keason, Faith, and Charity 

May rise up a grand unity. 
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BE MINE. 

From thy heart, my own true love. 

Banish all thy fears. 
And allow me from thy cheek 

To kiss the pearly tears ; 
Say, that all thy aflTections 

Shall round me entwine. 
Breathe, love, softly the fond words, 

« I 'U ever be thine." 
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Pledge thon shalt come to my home 

With thy winnings wiles, 
And light brightly up its roof 

"With thy sunny smiles, 
And be queen of my garden 

And grace its fair bowers. 
And tenderly watch over 

The sweet opening flowers. 

From thy heart, O my sweet girl, 

Cast away all fears, 
And allow me from thy cheek 

To kiss the pearly tears j 
Then the joy shed o'er my life 

Of love's witching part ; 
Be the delight of my home 

And queen of my heart. 
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A JULY EVE, 

[The following is a description of the aspect of the sky as 
witnessed on 30th July, 1865, while walking by the banks of the 
Clyde, near Glasgow. It was written at the time, on the spot.] 

Adown the western slope has sunk the sun, 

And now this fervid July day is done : 

How sweet the sky peeps forth — soft and serene — 

'Tween varied tinctured clouds that stud the scene ; 

Around the west in lovely shapes they swell, 

Each convoluted like an ocean shell, 

Alit their ridges are with varying glow, 

And changing darkness down their hollows go j 

North and east they stretch like a tall mountain range. 

And from light grey to sable hue they change ; 

The south with fleecy clouds is chequered gay, 

And up unto the zenith they charm the way. 

Adown the east, on the clouds outer rim. 

The moon up through the sky doth slowly swim. 

Shedding across the dark a silvery sheen, 

Adding a new enchantment to the scene. 
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The distant city's spires are dim and grey, 
The trees loom dusky all along my way ; 
The river shows a calm unruffled breast, 
Unstirred by the soft breathings of the west : 
Witii lingering steps I court this penaiye sight. 
Musing and dreaming with a still delight. 
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MY LIFE-THOUGHT. 

Came with my life, and with my years did grow 
A holy thought. Around me as a boy 
It drew an atmosphere of joy ; 

And as my riper years did flow 

Its guiding light went with me still, 
Leading me safe past wish and deed of ill. 

When loving friends, by death, from me did go, 
And left me heir unto a lonely lot j 
Like a frail tree upon a desert spot 

I stood, catching all winds that keen did blow, 
O then amidst the fierceness of my grief 
My holy thought did bring me sweet reUef : 

€rod's gift to me 'twas given to cheer my life below, 

And up with it to God, rejoicing, I shall go. 
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A SERPENT ! 

A. Shape came to my love and me 

Within our garden of delight, 
Kor deemed we she would work us harm 

She spoke so bland — she smiled so bright,- 
She wore a form so smoothly fair 

That wholly charmed our sight. 

She walked where'er we loved to walk, 

She hung upon our way ; 
Her lively mind whene'er we met 

Had some new sweet to say, 
And for a time our happy lives 

Were made by her more gay. 

Not long time passed in dallying 

With this enchanting thing, 
When we found burning through our veins 

The venom of a sting, 
And painful agonising aches 

She to our hearts did bring. 
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So that we met — ^my love and I — 
With burning sense of pain — 

A weight of lead within our heart, 
A fire within our brain — 

Not love's pure flame, for that in us 
Did daily seem to wane. 

But still more close unto us clave 
This serpent, mean and vile. 

And still more gracious seemed her words, 
And still more bland her smile ; 

Her love-destroying plot was masked 
By the most subtle wile. 

She broke the charm that bound my love 

To me in bonds of bliss. 
And made the friends I angels deemed 

Upon me frown and hiss. 
And threw my soul for after years 

Into griefs dread abyss. 
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A CHARMED HOUR! 

Dear in my memory shall dwell 

The joy I felt in that glad hour, 

When love for Mary, like a spell 

Threw o'er my heart its power. 

So light she walks along the earth. 

Such grace her features all unfold, 

That oft I doubt her human birth. 

And deem her of angelic mould. 

Ye gentle ethers round her blow, 

And waft to her all odours sweet ; 

O winding Devon, softly flow. 

With music, low and meet. 

Ye spirits that to earth descend, 

Sprinl^ing abroad the dews of heaven, 

6 
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A watchftil ejre upon her bend — 
To her your care be given. 

Around her pillow flit by night 

And bid rare dreams arise ; 

By day make shapes and hues most bright 
Gleam soft before her eyes. 

And when the sweets of pure delight 

To her in lengthened round shall move^ 

O bear her in your upward flight 
To dwell with you above. 

Dear in my memory shall .dwell 

The joy I felt in that glad hour, 

When love for Mary, like a spell 

Threw o'er my heart its power. 
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SPRING. 

Sweet comes the Spring with quickening powers : 

Forth on the earth she gleams 

With soft sunbeams, 
And scatters all around her balmy showers. 

To hail her passing feet, 

With faces sweet 
Upspring in bright array the gratefulliowers : 

The snowdrops fair unclose, 

The tulips gay, 

/ 
And crocus and primrose 

All hail her way. 
And melody comes ringing from the bowers : 
From cuckoo's happy notes, 

From thrush's lay ; 
And lark and merle and linnet's throats 

All hail the Spring's sweet sway. 
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SUMMER, 

The Summer comes with fair face gleaming. 
And shining, bright blue skies 
Above him rise, 
And earth beneath his feet lies beaming ; 
Then shorn is sable Night 
Of half his might, 
And the long day with happy life is teeming. 
Broad cornfields in the breeze 

Are waving seen, 
And massy foliaged trees 
Flutter in green. 
Ckirdens with myriad hues are streaming, 
And rivers' banks and rills' 

Are strown with flowers ; 
Earth with gay Hfe the Summer fills 
Which all extol his powers. 
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A UTUMN. 

With soft attempered light around her glowing, 
And countenance most bland, 
Autumn steps the land, 
A plenitude of gifts around bestowing. 
Forth come her reaper train 
Upon the plain 
Where the rich golden grain is growing, 
And with their sickles clear 

They ply their art, 
That bringeth jovial cheer 
Unto each heart. 
With sunny fruits the orchards are o'erflowing : 
The ruddy apples glow 

To tempt the sight. 
And juicy pears and peaches grow, 
And plums all shining bright. 
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WINTER, 

With BuUen mien to earth descending 
The Winter doth appear 
To close the year — 
Tapour and cloud and storm around attending* 
Left is the tuneful wood 
To solitude, 
The leafless trees their naked arms are bending^ 
Clad are now the mount/ains 

With chilling snow ; 
Frozen are the fountains 
In vale below : 
Down sweeping comes the raging tempest sending^ 
A snow-storm on the plain, 

Or piercing hail ; 
The powers of Day all sadly wane. 
And the Night doth prevalL 
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A SABBATH PSALM, 

O that this blissfiil Sabbath-day 
Might ever with me stay ; 

O that its glorious splendours 
Might never pass away. 

How &weet the heaven bends over me 
In fairest sapphire sheen ; 

How lovely earth lies spread around 
Shining in tender green. 

How delicately on, my cheek 

Bloweth the gentle air, 
Softly wafting from the flowers 

Their fragranoe, rich and rare. 

Sweet concord hallows all around, 

Sweet sounds to sweet sounds call ; 

Each bird chants kindness unto each, 
Speaks love each waterfall 
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If ought but £ur sights or pleasant sounds 
Mine eye or ear allure, 

And every thought and every wish 
Within my soul is pure. 

My spirit is glowing kindly 

To all shapes, low or high — 

To all forms heaving with warm life, 
Creep they or walk or fly. 

The emotions of my soul are stirred 
To all those souls of love. 

Who strive to bless this lower scene 
Ajid point the way above. 

I love, I love you noble band, 

Marching with godlike tread. 

And crushing in your upward path 
The subtle serpent's head : 

Each man who has boldly striven 
In the fair cause of Kight ; 

E^ch man who has taught men's feelings 
To flow more pure and bright ; 
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Eacbf man who has led souls upward 

Where "heaven-born thought is won, — 

All men of noblest impulses 
I love you every one. 

my love goes downward throbbing 

To men of every time ; 
My love goes outward wandering 
To men of every clime. 

1 love them all, who held to Truth 

With an unfaltering faith, 
Despising scorn and threat and pang 
And agonies of death. 

Father, since this blessed Sabbath-day 

Must dim and fade away, 
O bid this glory of my soul 

Forever with me stay. 
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THE ROYAL MARRIAGE. 

When grim Superstition's Night 

Down upon our Country came. 
And Bigotry, armed with might, 

Swept the land with sword and flame, 
Then from the hilly north 
A noble race sprang forth, 

(A race well-known to fame,) 
To do battle for the Right, 
Who gave their blood and breath 
For Truth's aspiring Eaith, 

And gained the martyred Patriot's name : 
They struggled on from sire to son 
Till Liberty's giund cause was won : 
Ever in Truth's foremost file 
Marched the great race of Argyll. 
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Now Peace doth pipe her mellow dOUnd, 
(Great thanks to those who fought,) 

And still this famous race is found 
In the Tan of lofty thought : 

And generous deed and noble toil 

Add to the fair fame of Argyll. 

Joy, joy is breaking all around, 

From eveiy breast it swells ; 
The air is sprightly with the sound 

Of merry Wedding Bells : 
Still recognised on British soil 

Is worth, and each heart exults with pride ; 
The noble heir of the Argyll 

His won a Royal Bride. 

Honours and blessings and all things rare 
Encircle the path of the youthful pair ; 
May they be happy in each others love, 

May they be equal in each noble deied, 
Be they a blessing wherever they move^ 

Be love and Mx &me their glorious meed« 
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Let a shout arise from Britisk soil. 
From all ranks in every place, 
Gk)<l bless our noble Btoyal Bace, 

And prosper the Argyll. 
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THE MYSTERY OF LIFE. 

In mystery man's life begins and ends : 
Cast as a feeble, faltering thing at birth, 
Tearful he opens his sad eyes on earth. 

Unknowing whence he came or whither tends. 
As grows his brain, so hard he strives to sound 
The depths of the strange laws that work around 

And in himself ; but all in vain : he comprehends 
Them not. The more he pants and strives to know. 
Deeper, darker doth the mystery grow. 

There is a Wisdom that thine far transcends, 
O man ! a Wisdom that thou mayest not reach, 
Unless the All- Wise Being will thee teach : 
Bend lowly then before Him, pray for light. 
And trust that God will lead thy soul aright. 
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THE HAPPY TIME. 

There is coming, O my brothers, 

A cycle of bright years, 
When no heart shall pine in sorrow, 

No eye shed bitter tears, 
But all that* ministers delight 

Shall be man's blissful dower, — 
Health, Plenty, Peace, Felicity 

Shall gladden every hour. 

That time shall be a blessed time 

Of Freedom and of Right ; 
For heaven- bom Thought shall bless man's soul 

With it effulgent light, 
Dispelling Error's lurid clouds, 

That never dropped with ruth, 
And causing all the heart's desires 

Grow the fair fruits of Truth. 
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m 

That time shall be a time of love, — 

Men shall lore one another ; 
The salute of each man shall be, 

" Give me thy hand, my brother, 
A.nd oome unto my home and eat 

My plea^nt things with me ; 
To-mon'ow to thy feast 1 '11 go, 

And taste thy sweets with thee ! '* 

A time of glorious blossom ! 

A time of mellow finiit ! 
A time of the sweet-singing bird. 

Whose voice shall ne'er be mute ! 
A time when every lovely flower 

Shall spread its richest bloom. 
And send around the smiling earth 

Its breath of soft perfume ! 

A happy time !-the Hesaed gift 

Of man's good Friend above. 

Decked with more than Eden's beauty. 
And rife with heavenly love. 
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Is coming to us, my brothers ; 

Then wipe away all tears, 
And pray, in faith, that soon may dawn 

This cycle of bright years. 

TO OUR DAUGHTER, 

ON HKB FIRST BIRTHDAY. 

A year has passed since to our arms was given 
Thy form of infant-innocence by Heaven : 
And it has been our joy each day to trace 
The hue of health glow brightly on thy face ; 
And mark intelligence's growing ray 
Light up thine eyes, or hear its accents play 
Sweet from thy lips. As each day of the year 
Did glide, thou wert to our fond hearts more dear. 
May future prove, as past days have been, kind. 

And nurse thee with a generous, fostering care, 
Expanding all thy gifts of heart and mind,- 

Is thy fond. parents' fervent daUy prayer. 
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JEANIE CREE. 

O mony a waukrife nicht I 've passed, 

Wi' mony a wet, wet e'e, 
Since the gloamin' that I pairted wi* 

My bonnie Jeanie Cree. 

We wandered through the green-fringed ghyll. 

And ower the grassy lea, 
While hinnied words drapt frae the lips 

O* bonnie Jeanie Cree. 

My heart was fu' o' tenderness, 

But my tongue wadna move, 

To ease the burden o* my heart, — 
To tell its weight o* love. 
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At our sad and sdlent pairdng 

A tear oooed frme her e'e. 
And mj tongue tried, bat cooldna say, 

" Stay, stay sweet Jeanie Cree." 

Like statue I Ktood niotioDless 

And gazed across the lea. 
Till frae my sicht forever passed 

My bonnie Jeanie Cree. 

Next morning at the safb sanrise 

I sailed across the sea, 
And years in distant lands I pined 

For bonnie Jeanie Cree. 

Till wi' pining and wi' sighing 

Nae joy was left to me, 
Sae ower the ocean I returned 

To clasp my Jeanie Cree. 

I sought her in her viUage-hame, 

But found she couldna be ; 

Nor nane could tell me where had gane 

f£j bonnie Jeanie Cree. 
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I Ve wandered east, I Ve wandered wast. 

Searching most wistfully, 
But ne*er a glint can my sicht get 

O' bonnie Jeanie Cree. 

Within my heart her sainted form 

1 11 cherish till I dee. 
And when my spirit finds its hame, 

There will be Jeanie Cree. 

SLEEP AND DEATH. 

When day is ap and pleasure shakes her feet, 
O then within us life is bounding sweet ; 
A horror through our every vein would creep 
If one would mention but the name of sleep ; 
But when grown tired, and when the day is fled. 
How sweet in balmy sleep to rest the head ! 

So in youth's blissful time, with vigour rife, 
When heart and brain are throbbing rich with life. 
When one draws pleasure in with every breath 
With shrinking horror then come thoughts of death ; 
But when age through the veins its opiate throws 
How calm the head sinks to the long repose. 
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Songs of (Bbe mb Mom. 
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EVENING SONG, 

JESUS, BLESS US WHEN WE SLEEP. 

Lord, at the closing of this day 
We tune to Thee our grateful lay : 
Thanks for Thy gifts, many and sweet, 
To soul and body's wants all meet. 
Now when Night's shades around us creep 
With Jesus' blessing let us sleep. 

Lord, when our life-day shall be run, 
And all earth's joys for us are done ; 
When weary grown our eyelids close 
To sink into the long repose, — 
When Death's dark shades around us creep 
With Jesus' blessikg let us sleep. 
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MORNING SONQ. 

BLESS US, JESUS, WHEN WE WAKE. 

Lord, at the dawning of this day 
We raise to Thee our tuneful lay : 
Thanks for Thy bounties through the nighty 
And for this Morn that brings delight, 
To Thee we lift our gladdened eyes, 
With Jesus' blessing let us rise. 

Lord, when that Morn shall chase the gloom, 
And wake the sleepers of the tomb 
To stand before the Great White Throne 
And hear their bliss or woe made known, 
With gladness let us lift our eyes, — 
With Jesus' blessing let us rise. 
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Straps. 



LO VE. 

Though in each breast Love lights his flame. 
Yet each man's love is not the same. 

THOUGHT. 

If one give bread, or jewel, or golden ore, 
He has diminished by so much his store ; 
But with his thought he all the world may bless, 
And still it blesses him, and is no whit the less. 

LIMITED. 

Not yet in " calf-skin " nor " morocco " bound, 

Is every beauty pictured, nor every great truth found* 

SOW IN HOPE. 

Each soul though evil has some chord, 
If one could know and reach. 

He might evoke the latent powers 
Of fairer thought and speech. 
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TRUTH. 

In Truth's vast book it takes an age 

To master but a single page : 

And oft it brings the luckless man to grief 

Who dares to turn another leaf; 

Eor those who pored and spelt with pain 

The other page, till it was plain, 

To be tied down to learn again 

Is a most irritating task, 

And is too much to hope or ask. 

YOUTH'S HOPES. 

The ardent youth strives hard to plan 
A scheme by which to raise each man j 
But when his matured mind doth scan 
Himself, he finds an humble man. 

HA VE FAITH. 

In virtue strive, you ne'er shall want, 
Though driven to wilderness j 

In such a Rtrait as this God would 
Your lips with manna bless. 
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A NATION'S DESTINY. 

A Nation's life is like a suinmer day : 
Promise speaks mildly forth in its first ray, 
Then comes fulfilment in its noontide blaze, . 
Then dlowly fades its splendours from the ga&. 
But think not though that life is short 'tis vain, 
From Greece and Rome did mankind nothing gain f 
Close as the day is linked unto the year 
80 are the nations bound to bless and cheer. 

BOOKS. 
He owns a book who stores its treasure in his mind ; 
No book is his which idly is upon his shelf reclined. 

HOME. 

A. man may build a home with care 
Yet find himself a stranger there ; 
A man from house to house may roam 
Yet ever find himself at home. 

STRIVE AND TRUST 

In human darkness thou mayst err 

At times from seeing truth, 
But each good spirit shall look down 

Upon thy fault with ruth. 
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YOUTHFUL FANCY. 

The youth by charmed Fancy fed, 

Dreams of wealth poured at his feet, 
And love around him, smiling sweet, 
But when he 's called life's path to tread 
He finds he scarce can gain his bread. 

THF LINES OF THE FORTH. 

As when the lover leaves the side 
Of her he has betrothed his bride 
Oft turns in many a lingering roam 
To gaze once more upon her home : 
So this rare, enchanting river. 
Seems with parting-love to quiver. 
Its course displaying many a crook. 
As if it turned to steal a look 
At some object, fair and kind. 
That it was loath to leave behind. 
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